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Summary:
Ashley gets a little hungry for something laying around the house.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Ashley strolled into the living room, a daze upon her features. 

Well, stumbled might be more accurate – each step sent telegraphs of fatigue through her figure, the starvation taking its silent toll. Passed are the days where hunger pangs were their biggest woes. Now, their stomachs quit sending those signals and instead began to gnaw at their BMIs. Slowly but steadily, ribs emerged and eyes sunk. Ashley motioned her own eyes towards Andrew, who sat pallorly on the couch, watching whatever-the-fuck to distract from the hollowness. 

“Whatcha up to, bro?” she remarked, sliding to the left to make another pass through the garbage that piled and sat in their vacant kitchen. At least something is taking up space in this now worthless room , thought Ashley. Nothing better to do than to sift it again . Practically plopping upon the empty tins and plastics, her arms weaved between the detritus. 

At this point, were trash-weaving a profession, Ashley was sure that they’d extract her in a second from this quarantine with how skilled she was. Licked-clean lids clanked within their cans as she parted the Red Seas of the apartment, only to find, once again, that their emptiness was only rivaled by her own. 

Then, to the left, a thud was somewhat fuller than any others before it. Like a laser Ashley focused in, until her eyes fixed upon an unscatched tomato can. 

Got a Can of Tomatoes!  

Ashley darted upward, excited to show Andrew the greatest discovery that makes the folks at Cape Canaveral look to be loser dweebs and... 

*thump*  

Oh yeah. I’m starving, Ashley tells herself. Before long a shadow comes to examine her. 

“What are you doing?..” Andrew mutters, before glancing on her prize. “Oh, that.” 

“Tadaah!” says the crumpled mass. 

“.....” 

Not the reaction she was hoping for. 

“Wh- what the fuck?” 

“That’s the very last thing we have, Ashley.” 

A strange wave of deja vu hits her, as she gazes up on her brother. Slowly, and with a quivering not betraying his too gnarled frame, Andrew raises Ashley to a stand. His warmth retreats a little too quickly for her taste. 

“Well, whatever, I’m not arguing about this again,” he says, already fading back to his indent on the couch. 

Again?  

Ehh, whatever, Andy, she thinks, already reaching for the small saucepan. 

Dumping the tomatoes in. A medium heat. The boil slowly brings the sauce holding the vegetables to a light plip, plip, plip . Ashley salivates as she watches the air escape its saucy prison. She’s wanted this for a while. 

It isn’t long before two small bowls of red goodness sit before the pair, who are straining to keep themselves upright. Only the promise of a good time keeps their spines bolted in place. 

As quickly as the mana presented itself, it was gone. With renewed energy Andy and Leyley sat upon the couch. 

Sure wish that meal came with a bit more protein, Ashley remarked. Then again, coming with enough protein is something another someone could get busy with around here, too.  

“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” Andrew snided, sifted ever-so-slightly away. 

Oh, so that was out loud. Ehh, what the hell.  

“Ohh, so that was out loud? Ehh, what the hell?” Ashley decides to say, this time. She droops closer to her brother’s frame, mis-holding the couch frame and flopping forward. 

...right into his crotch. 

A light rustling throws Ashley off guard before she returns to her original position once more. Andrew is flustered, a tint of red invading his cheeks; which she would’ve missed, had she not spent every waking moment the past three months together with him. 

Andrew decided to shake it off, trying (and failing) to return to a neutral demeanor. Meanwhile, Ashley’s gaze couldn’t part from the meat rocket it’d been so close to before. She yearned for a salty aftertaste to the filling but dull meal they’d just enjoyed together. 

Ashley suddenly shook to to find herself, hand over his jeans’ button, unclasping it. A second, more conscious, motion found his zipper opened as well. 

“Ashley, what the hell?” he almost whispered, as if worried they’d be caught. 

“Oh, please. The warden won’t drop in to save his life, you think anyone is gonna find out? Or even care? They left us to DIE.” 

Andrew grumbled to him, but most importantly he didn’t continue shirking away. Ashley looked into his eyes which would not return to favor for a moment or two, then slipped her hand beneath the fabric separating her skin and his. 

“Oh, so we’re going natural nowadays, huh?” she teased, her fingers flowing through his pubes. Before long she’s found a shaft and gave it a squeeze. So she wasn’t dreaming. 

“Not like... it’d been getting much use for a while... thanks to you-ou...” he struggled to stay sardonic, the sensation chopping his speech into chunks. And still, his hands remained at their side. 

Ashley snickered, partly for the teasing and partly in a cathartic manner – finally , after all this time. She tugged back and forth, and quite quickly her tugging motions had to be made longer. Much longer , Ashley thought to herself, using her other hand to awkwardly tug loose the pants which were limiting her motion. As many times as she’d envisioned this, it was still a tedious process. She thought she heard a muffled chuckle. 

Then, down the pants went, to his knees, and like a lever popped up his penis. She almost recoiled from the jumpscare, only to feel a light, tender touch on the back of her scalp. 

As the stroking continued Ashley looked up, this time into Andrew’s eyes directly. Their minty green sheen felt closer than it ever had before. In his face she sensed a tinge of disgust, which couldn’t hold itself back from the lust which filled his eyes instead. 

“What, never had it this good before? Goes to show a sister knows bes-” *MMUMPHH*  

While she was blabbered Andrew took her head, now steadily in his palm, and forced it down toward their object of shared desire. A blunt something struck her in the eye. 

“Ow, you dick!” 

“Are you talking to me, or the literal dick?” 

A smirk traveled along Andrew’s face. Not that Ashley ever saw it – her mouth was now too eagerly full of cock to make a retort. Where her wrist was working before, now her neck muscles called upon the newfound strength of tomatoes as they oscillated back and forth. She started slowly, but before long a tickling erupted in the back of her throat. She lips tilted upward. Delicious.  

She came up for air, gasping. The art of breathing in the act was new to her. She used this opportunity to flop down on the ground, this time voluntarily, only to find that Andy had removed his trousers in the short time it’d taken her to navigate there. 

Ei-Eifel Tower!!!  

Supporting her hand son his thighs, she soon encroached again onto his Tower of Piza, tasting the tomato sauce and getting oddly nostalgic of Italy. What the hell, I’ve never been to Italy...  

Nevertheless, his rod soon pocketed back and forth, its length lubricating itself with her lustful salivation. The only thing filling Ashley’s head, aside from some dick, was her reminiscing on how much she’d wanted this. She’s wanted this for a while. 

Soon an odd twitching reverberated within her oral cavity. Ashley knew what came next, and picked up the pace again. Her eyes were closed but somehow her vision still focused in and out, the tomatoes in her belly losing the battle to exhaustion. Still, she went on. 

Harder and harder, her sucked and trucked and orally fucked him, until a moan came from above. In the split second her attention was divided, another something came a little closer to home, and soon her mouth was filled with the protein she’d wished the tomatoes had had. A couple gulps later, and her lips parted from his member with a smile. 

It was a short-lived victory, this one. Soon the over-exertion caught up to Ashley, and she unceremoniously collapsed upon the floor. Not even enough time to lick her lips for that last little bit of... protein . 

It was later she came to, her head resting on a bony pillow. She peered up from his lap, saw his loving, minty green eyes, felt his tender fingers through her hair, and smiled. 